EVELYN'S  WORKS
sable curtain over heaven ..." has particularly
eloquent rhythm. Quotation of part of one of his
immense sentences must suffice:
"the columns and clouds of smoke which are belched
forth from the sooty throats of those works, are so
thick and plentiful, that rushing out with great
impetuosity, they are capable even fo resist the
fiercest winds, and being extremely surcharged with
a fuliginous body, fall down upon the City, before
they can be dissipated, as the more thin and weak
is; so as two or three of these fumid vortices are able
to whirl it about the whole City, rendering it in a few
moments like a picture of Troy sacked by the Greeks
or the approaches of Mount Hecla."
He has a word to say about the "horrid stinks,
niderous and unwholesome smells/' which come
from the premises of chandlers, butchers, fishmongers,
etc., and he would like to see them as well as the
prisons and common gaols removed to a distance.
"But, if the avarice of the men of this age," he adds,
"be so far deplorable that we may not hope for so
absolute a cure of all that is offensive; at least let such
whose works are upon the margin of the Thames and
which are, indeed, the most intolerable, be banished
further off, and not once dare to approach that silver
channel (but at the distance prescribed), which
glides by her stately palaces and irrigates her
welcome banks."
We may laugh at his further recommendation,
which may seem more than ever now like a fantastic
dream, namely, to plant sweet-smelling flowers and
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